BARBARIAN STORIES

When they stopped singing altogether and umbrellas
went down and faces were little and white above the
dirty black of cheap clothes. The minutes that lasted,
while our friends on the barge were subdued into
whispered swearing and we caught ourselves listening
rather too acutely. And then when it was over and
one could get free of the terrible and half-religious
feeling that one had felt coming on and swamping
one - oh, a horrible thing! I think everyone on the
barge felt something of the same relief, though they
couldn't express it adequately. But their language,
such as it was, was wonderful! Mrs. Evans led me
away on tiptoe into the barge's cabin and we sucked
peppermints. Yet I know it was a different kind of
thing that the others felt, the dockers and the miners
and the iron-workers; only what exactly it was I don't
quite know, and I suppose I never shall. It is at times
like these that one understands the depth of the
difference between us and them.

We didn't go with the other millions to see the
body: we'd had enough crowds by then. There was
high tea with Tom's lay client, and I talked to his
wife about the diseases of canaries, I think, and how
sad about the dear Prince never marrying, and how
to turn the heels of knitted stockings. Then we went
back to our hoteL We both slept pretty well, for,
after all, plenty of men have died for the people one
way and another, and plenty of one's own friends have
died, so why lose sleep over a stranger?
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